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Joe BER FES Prop. $3 


Leotard to a Rescue! No? 


W ell, the French have figured out how to solve 
the Croatian-Serbian-Bosnian-Herzegovinan 
ethnic Slavfest over there. To get the fighting stopped, 
the Froggies are sending the very toughest guy they 
have, the French minister of defense, and he’s gonna 
clobber hineys and stand on tables and yell until they 
do exactly what he says. There’s only one thing 
wrong. 

His name is Francois Leotard. 

Why am I the only person who knows this will 
never work? 

Don’t you ever notice that there are some people 
who will never be what they wanna be, simply 
because of their name? 

I mean, what are the Serbs supposed to think? 
That aman named Leotard is gonna flog them across 
the neck with an ankle warmer or something? How 
terrified can you be, especially when his first name 
is Francois? 

It’s the same question I used to ask about that 
famed romantic leading man who could never quite 
get his movie career off the ground, and nobody could 
figure out why. 

I speak, of course, of Randolph Mantooth. 

I know why! Didn’t the guy have a manager? 
Didn’t anybody ever say, “Hey, Randolph, I don’t 
think they'll be founding a Mantooth School of the 
Contemporary Theater anytime soon.” 

People just ignore this name stuff, like it doesn’t 
exist. But wasn’t Gennifer Flowers born to be a 
mistress? What other job can you get? Hostess at 
Baby Doll’s Topless? 

They had a murder trial on Court TV a few weeks 
back where the defendant’s mistress took the stand— 
a psychologist named Lucy Papillon. We never would 
have known, would we? 

Joey Buttafuoco wonders why people won’t take 
him seriously. 

The managing director of Polygram Australia 
Group, a huge music conglomerate, had to resign 
because of constant “differences in management 
style and attitudes.” In other words, people didn’t 
give him enough respect. 


His name was Michael Smellie. 

There’s a casting director in Hollywood named 
Valmont Du Bone. I think we know why he’s a 
casting director and not a movie star. Of course, 
maybe he could have been a porno . 





Lydia Denier obviously didn’t know how to 
dress for the devil, in Night Trap. 


Let’s not dwell on it. 

In the very first book ever 
written, The Iliad—which, now 
that I think about it, is also the 
first splatter-punk gore book 
ever written—how do we know 
who’s gonna win the big fight? 
One guy’s name is Achilles, 
which might be the coolest war- 
rior name ever invented, and 
the other guy’s name is... 

Hector. 

I knew this from page one. 
No guy named Hector is gonna 
win the biggest epic battle in 
history. 

I saw an actress in a movie 
called Last Dance. The actress’s 
name is Marci Brickhouse. She 
played ...a stripper. What did 
you expect? 

Judges know this. The only 
reason we were able to take Supreme Court Justice 
Byron White seriously—after all, “Byron” is a little 
wimpy for a judge—is that he changed it from 
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Michael Ironside’s idea of a casual night out. 


Whizzer White. If he hadn’t changed from Whizzer to 
Byron he would never have made it past justice of the 
peace court. 

What if Pia Zadora was named Kathleen 
O’Hallohan? We might say, “What a great diva of 
stage and screen!” Instead, we say, “Yuk yuk yuk, 
Pia Zadora! You know what? I heard she can really 
sing!” 

We will always have more respect for Justice 
Learned Hand than for Justice .. . Felix Frank- 
furter. 

We will never give the respect he deserves to the 
great handsome macho actor . . . Walter Pidgeon. 

Don’t get me wrong now. I’m not claiming you 
can never Overcome your name. There’s a woman 
named Honey Almond who’s a very respected enter- 
tainment attorney in Hollywood. And, let’s face it, 
William Shakespeare had one of the worst names in 
history. Just think what it was like for him on the 
first day of second grade. “Hey, Billy! Shake your 
spear for us!” But he overcame it through sheer 
talent. 

So it is possible. And one way you can almost 
always do it is by using three names instead of two. 

For example, Oliver Holmes sounds boring. But 
Oliver Wendell Holmes sounds like a goldang great 
man. 

James Jones is nothing. Jimmy Jones is a foot- 
ball coach with a hair helmet. But James Earl Jones 
sounds like a hell of an actor. 

This is why, rather than using my simple Chris- 
tian name and surname, “Joseph Briggs,” I use the 
more elegant “Joe Bob Briggs.” And look where I’ve 
gotten with it. 

Let’s not dwell on it. 

And speaking of actors with great names, drive- 
in veterans Robert Davi and Michael Ironside battle 


for the souls—and bodies—of women 
in lingerie in yet another New Or- 
leans demon-voodoo erotic thriller 
that doesn’t make a lick of sense. 
I’m talkin about Night Trap. 

Basically what we got here is a 
cop (Davi) who’s trying to catch a 
kinky murderer (Ironside), only 
what Davi doesn’t know is that the 
murderer is actually the day-uh-vil 
himself, and that means he’s gonna 
be awfully hard to shoot. It doesn’t 
matter that much as long as he’s 
just killing hookers, but when he 
tries to murder Davi’s ex-wife, real 
estate lady Lesley-Anne Down, and 
the little Canadian girl Daviis sleep- 
ing with, Lydie Denier, at the same 
time, then Robert starts consulting 
a voodoo psychic for serious advice. 
Zaniness with firearms ensues. 

Have you noticed how Robert 
Davi, the man with the most pock- 
marked face since the invention of acne, is starting 
to get all these sensitive good-guy roles? 

And one more thing: How can you kill the devil 
with fire? This is the third movie I’ve seen where 
they kill the devil with fire. Shouldn’t they smother 
him with an Igloo ice cooler or something? Wouldn't 
that make more sense? 


Lesley-Anne Down wonders what she’s doing 
in this movie, and why she’s wearing shoulder 
pads in 1993. 


Robert Davi threatens to leap onto the camera car. 








And one more thing: If I see one more “oh-look- 
isn’t-this-colorful-and-bizarre” Mardi Gras scene in 
a movie, I’m gonna puke big-time. 

Nine dead bodies. Twelve breasts. Blood-drink- 
ing. Wrist-slitting. Two bodies flung through plate- 
glass windows. Hooker torture. Exploding house. 
Four motor vehicle chases, with four crashes, explo- 
sion and fireball. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Michael Ironside, as the you-know-who, for 
saying “Whose body would you like to hold next to 
you in bed, while the other lies rotting in a grave?”; 
John Amos, as the captain with a guilty secret, for 
doing the old “everything by the book I’m warning 
you Turner or you're off this case” speech and mak- 
ing it sound good; Margaret Avery as the weirdbeard 
voodoo woman, for saying “The devil gone kill her for 
sure”; and Robert Davi, for telling the devil “Burn in 
hell, you son of a bitch!” (Which is sort of the point, 
right?) 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


R.1.P. 


Sky-Hi Drive-In Theatre 
Columbia, Missouri 


Republican Alert! The Sky-Hi Drive-In The- 
atre, on Old Highway 63 in Columbia, Missouri, 
is overgrown with five-foot weeds, and its 355 
acres are soon to be gone, replaced with a 
shopping and housing development. The Sky- 
Hi opened in 1965 and closed in 1986. Barbara 
McDonald reminds us that, without eternal 
vigilance, it could happen here. 















Unless you live in a cheapo French softcore throwback movie . . . 


Don’t Be Datin No Teachers 


I noticed where the University of Virginia just 
passed a bunch of sex rules for professors and 
students. And if you don’t pay attention to em, they'll 
kick your hiney over to West Virginia Tech where 
you belong, you scum. 

That’s right. I did say the University of Virginia, 





her into a nymphomaniac, we get the kind of wackiness we haven’t 
seen since sixties porno films, in The Turn-On. 


the school of Thomas Jefferson, and not Liberty 
University, the school of Jerry Falwell. This is not a 
bunch of Christian loonies running hog-wild. This 
comes from the home of the julep and the lapel 
carnation, the cradle of guys in khaki pants named 
Winston, the Old South mecca where the battle cry 
is “A little vermouth with that, perhaps?” 

It seems people are upset because too many 
professors are dating their students. And we know 
who gets upset about that, don’t we? 

Married people who wish they were single, and 
single people who don’t have any dates. 

First they ban on-campus drinking, now this. I 
repeat: The most discriminated-against group of 
people in America are 18-to-21-year-olds. They’re 
eligible for war and lethal injection, but they can’t 
legally drink and now they can’t have sex with a 
teacher. 

At the University of Virginia, you can even get 
disciplined for “overtures.” An overture is something 





like, “Hey there, Mr. Assistant Professor of Humani- 
ties, what are you doing Saturday before the game?” 

And, if you’re interested, here are the theories 
involved: 

1. We need to stop these male teachers from 
hitting on female students, because . . . well, because 
... well, here’s where it gets a 
little cloudy, but I think it’s 
because the woman sleeping 
with the professor might get a 
higher grade. So what the Uni- 
versity of Virginia is saying is 
that its grading curve is so 
sacred that nothing outside of 
class should ever affect it, and 
we can’t even take the chance 
that the professor would lose 
his objectivity. If this is true, 
then I suggest we sequester 
the entire class, like a jury, 
for each semester—keep em 
in actual jail cells until they’ve 
completed all the work and 
we can be sure the grades 
haven’t been tainted by some- 
one being “cute” in class or 
writing valentines to the 
teacher. 

2. “The student may ap- 
pear to consent,” said one stu- 
dent at the University of Vir- 
ginia, “and not realize it’s 
sexual harassment.” This is 
the “I love you I love you I love you I hate you” theory, 
which assumes that the woman is such a bubblehead 
we have to wonder: How did she get into the univer- 
sity in the first place? 

3. Teachers in the graduate school would be 
treated differently than teachers in the undergradu- 
ate school! They can date the students sometimes, as 
long as the student isn’t in their department at the 
time. The theory here, I guess, is that with people of 
this intellect, a few romantic liaisons would actually 
enrich the gene pool. 

4. Most remarkable of all, graduate teaching 
assistants will be treated even more leniently! A 
graduate teaching assistant will be able to date 
everyone except students in their immediate class. I 
think the theory here is that these people are paid so 
badly they can’t even afford beer, so they’ve gotta 
have some entertainment. 

5. The rules don’t say this, but I assume the 
English Department will be required to immediately 


stop teaching Lolita and Romeo 
and Juliet, the best two examples 
of what rules do to romantic pas- 
sion. 

Lemme explain this one more 
time: 

All these people be grown-ups. 
Leave their butts alone. 

So to speak. 

And speaking of sleazoid types 
we all know and love, the creators 
of Emmanuelle have come out 
with a new movie—and it only 
took em twenty years! This movie, 
The Turn-On, has a level of acting 
normally only seen in “Stop the 
Insanity!” weight-loss infomer- 
cials. 

It’s the old story of the bio- 
medical-researcher-turned-chauf- 
feur who steals data on laboratory 
rats in order to build a remote- 
control device that zaps women 
and turns them into sex-starved brazen hussies. 
Stop the insanity. Please. 

Why is it that all the Eyetalian and French 
directors go to New Orleans to make movies? I mean, 
why do they come all the way to the United States 
with their cast and crew, and then pick the one place 
that doesn’t look like the United States? 


Sie 


Method actress Florence Guerin, demon- 
strating what happens when she’s zapped by 
the nympho transmitter. 








What is this woman saying with her eyes? 


Jean-Pierre Kalfon is the man with his fingers 
on the dial—and his fingers on his boss’s wife—and 
Florence Guerin is the bimbo who just can’t wait to 
slough that slinky black evening gown off her creamy 
white shoulders, in a movie so bizarre it makes even 
less sense than the plot of Emmanuelle. I can see a 
pattern here. We’re moving toward the X-rated 
Waiting for Godot. 

Four dead bodies. Twenty-three breasts. One 
motor vehicle chase, with crash and burn. Voodoo 
blood guzzling, with snake. Multiple aardvarking. 
Dog-chomping alligator. Gratuitous bachelor party. 
Gratuitous lingerie shopping. Topless Fu. Drive-In 
Academy Award nominations for Jean-Pierre Kalfon, 
for ripping a bunch of flowers out of the garden and 
throwing them on a woman to show how much he 
loves-hates her (don’t ask, it’s a French thing); and 
Florence Guerin, the sultry one, for frolicking nekkid 
through the woods and saying “Since when do you 
call me Claudia?” 

Two stars (for historical value). 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


R.LP. 


Oak Hills Drive-In 
Ada, Oklahoma 


Bureaucrat Alert! The Oak Hills Drive-In in 
Ada, Oklahoma, has been ripped down and re- 
placed with a new hospital, but here’s what’s 
suspicious. They already had a hospital, and the 
old one stands empty! Nancy Peay of Norman 
reminds us that, without eternal vigilance, it 
can happen here. 














Reviews by the Big Studio Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


Final Analysis 


“Dark, brooding” psychological thriller, a little “hard to 
follow” because it’s so “murky and convoluted,” starring the 
“dreariest” Richard Gere as a psychiatrist involved in a weird 
erotic triangle with two sisters played by Kim Basinger (“sleep- 
walking” through it) and the “outstanding” Uma Thurman. Also 
starring the creepy Eric Roberts, who 
“oozes across the screen” as Basinger’s in- 
sanely jealous Greek gangster husband— 
*played with real verve.” “More plot twists 
than a bag of pretzels.” “After a slow start, 
surprisingly good.” “I really enjoyed the 
intricacies. The final scene is chilling.” 
“Hitchcock reimagined by idiots.” “Why does 
Richard Gere look and act the same in every 
movie?” “I get the impression that his work 
is interfering with Richard Gere’s sleep.” 
Two dead bodies. Two breasts. One motor 
vehicle chase. Silver-dumbbell-to-the-cra- 
nium Fu. Cast: David Keith (“has out- 
standing moments” as a cop), Robert 
Harper (“good” as a nervous defense ex- 
pert). Writer: Wesley Strick. Director: Phil Joanou. [Warner. 
1992.] Overall rating: 83. 


Beethoven 


“Predictable” “youngster fodder” starring the “excellent” 
Charles Grodin as an “uptight constipated Yuppie” father 
forced to adopt a St. Bernard (“best actor in the film”), which 
ultimately gets him involved in breaking up a dognapping/ 
vivisection ring, led by the “outstanding” Dean Jones, “stretch- 
ing” as an evil veterinarian, and Oliver Platt as the “doofus 
dognapper.” Grodin’s wife is Bonnie Hunt as an “underwritten 
Wilma Flintstone/Betty Crocker fifties reject.” “Depth beyond 
sitcom quality.” “The canine cast is irresistible.” “A few stupid 
sight gags, but kids would enjoy them.” “Charles Grodin looks like 
he wishes he had turned this role down.” “I think I’ve seen this 
story about 500 times already.” One motor vehicle chase. One 
explosion. Canine Fu. Hypodermic Fu. Cast: Nichelle Tom, 
Christopher Castile. Writer: Edmond Dantes, Amy Holden 
Jones. Director: Brian Levant. [MCA/Universal. 1992.] Over- 
all rating: 80. 


94-89 Classic 


Straight Talk 


Slick, “sappy” “pleasant time killer’—“a redundant reprise 
of an old WKRP episode”—starring Dolly Parton, “basically 
playing herself,” as a girl fired from her job who leaves Flat Rock, 
Arkansas, for Chicago and mistakenly becomes a “straight- 
talking” radio psychologist, then falls in love with James Woods, 
“horribly miscast” as a cynical newspaper reporter out to expose 
her, and wrecks the life of station manager Griffin Dunne. The 
“flawless” Michael Madsen is Dolly’s jerk ex-boyfriend, with 
real-life deejay Jay Thomas as a T'V talk show host, “a shark 
quailing to audience pressure.” “A one-gag movie.” “Disney ver- 
sion of Couch Trip meets Talk Radio meets two-hour Dolly 
Parton music video.” “Absolutely no chemistry between Dolly and 
James.” “I recoiled in horror as I watched them kiss.” “Almost a 
remake of Capra’s 1941 Meet John Doe.” “It has a fifties feel. 
Debbie Reynolds might have made this movie if she had ever 
figured out what her body parts were for.” The “distracting 
soundtrack” full of Dolly Parton songs was almost universally 
condemned as too loud and too trite. “Actual real-live Lawrence 
Welk musicin one scene!” Worst line: “Tinkle or get offthe potty.” 
Includes a cameo by Spalding Gray! “James Woods is not pock- 
marked in this film, so give the make-up person some kind of 
award, please.” Cast: Jerry Orbach. Writers: Craig Bolatin, 


9? 


Official 
Rating System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


88-84 Excellent 
83-80 Decent 
79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 





Patricia Resnick. Director: Barnet Kellman. [Hollywood 
Pictures. 1992.] Overall rating: 79. 


The Last of His Tribe 


“Powerful” “sentimental” “unique” “quiet” western, if per- 
haps a little “depressing,” “pretentious” and “meandering,” star- 
ring the “outstanding” Graham Greene, in a “sensitive” “mov- 
ing portrayal,” as the sole survivor of a 
massacre of his tribe, who is discovered in 
1911 by Jon Voight, an anthropologist, 
and his wife, the “perfectly forgettable” 
Anne Archer, who try to discover the 
secrets of these Indians before the last of 
them is gone forever. “Reminds me of El- 
ephant Man meets a little of Dances With 
Wolves with a smidgen of Jeremiah John- 
son mixed with a hint of Encino Man versus 
Freud.” “Anne Archer has nothing to do 
except to expire colorfully of consumption.” 
Fifteen dead bodies. One breast. 
Aardvarking. “First realistic appendectomy 
I’ve ever seen. Yuck Fu!” Cast: David 
Ogden Stiers, Jack Blessing. Writer: 
Stephen Harrigan. Director: Harry Hook. [HBO. 1992.]Over- 
all rating: 77. 


The Mambo Kings 


“Saturday Night Mambo Fever!” in the form of an “uneven” 
“visually impressive” but “cornball” “TV-movieish” musical about 
two ardent Cuban brothers, played by Armand Assante and the 
“remarkable” Antonio Banderas (in his first English-speaking 
role), who come to New York during the mambo craze of the 
1950’s and become meat-cutters by day, sex symbols on the dance 
floor by night. One brother’s a playboy, the other a troubled 
family man, and their relationship “can’t entirely duck all the 
cliches,” even though it’s “done well.” Cathy Moriarty “doesn’t 
have much to do” asa trashy cigarette girl, Maruschka Detmers 
is “superb” as a demure schoolteacher, and Desi Arnaz Jr. is “a 
little overstuffed” and “overstudied” as his real-life father, Desi 
Arnaz Sr. Based on the Oscar Hijuelos novel, The Mambo Kings 
Play Songs of Love, the film also features “excellent music” by 
mambo musicians Tito Puente and Celia Cruz, who makes “an 
outstanding dramatic debut” as a compassionate Santeria priest- 
ess. “Period Babalulucy Arnazploitation immigrant message 
musical.” “Dullsville.” “All sizzle, no steak.” “It’s nice to look at, 
but the characters are loathesome.” “Bad writing and weak story 
development allow the music to dominate.” Assante has the best 
line: “If she can cook like she walks, brother, I’m gonna lick her 
plate!” Four dead bodies. Five breasts. One car crash. Throat- 
slitting. “Cool wardrobes.” Gratuitous Ricky Ricardo Jr. Mambo 
Fu. Cast: Roscoe Lee Browne. Writer: Cynthia Cidre. Direc- 
tor: Arne Glimcher. [ Warner. 1992.] Overall rating: 76. 


Newsies 


“Lively, energetic” but “awkward” “drab” and “too long” 


musical full of “lightweight television acting” about the New York 
City newspaperboy’s strike of 1899, in which dancing newsboys 
Christian Bale, David Moscow, Max Casella and Trey 
Parker stand up for their rights and challenge the powerful and 
unscrupulous publisher, Joseph Pulitzer, played by Robert 
Duvall, who “overacts severely” and “is not particularly chal- 
lenged by the role” as he portrays Pulitzer as “a candy-coated 
growling capitalist.” Ann-Margret is “forgettable, oftentimes 
slow and unfocused” as a dance-hall singer who “looks like a drag 
queen,” but Kevin Tighe (“the guy from Emergency!”) is “excel- 
lent” as “a baddie reform school honcho” and Bill Pullman 
“outstanding” as a New York Sun reporter. “Oliver meets West 


Side Story in a drama in which periodically, unaccountably, 
people sing.” “An extremely expensive film with no more women 
than Moby Dick.” “Gee, I didn’t realize that in 1899 there were 
5,000 males for every female in New York.” “So help me God, we 
have a quaint handicapped boy who sounds like Jerry Lewis.” 
“The music is outstandingly awful.” “Realizing that real dancing 
would make the ‘rugged’ 

newsies look like the Miss 
Muffy School of Ballet 
dropouts that they really 
are, the director confines 
the choreography to hop- 
ping, jumping and 
backflips.” “Songs are for- 
gettable, though lavishly 
staged.” “Could have been 
a terrific historical drama 
with tighter scripting and 
without the sappy musical 
numbers.” “The great 
American printer Stephen 
Day would hang himselfto 
see how the songwriters 
coopt his motto, ‘Seize the 
day.” “Karl Marx would 
have thrown up.” “A clas- 
sic case of an anachronis- 
tic, old-fashioned film that 
the critics were ready to 
hate before they even saw 
it.” “Modern audiences 
simply won’t tolerate 
people who spontaneously 
stop what they are doing 
and start singing and danc- 
ing in the street.” “Michael Eisner [chairman of Disney] should be 
hit with a rolled-up newspaper.” Duvall has the best line: “Now 
when I created The World...” Cast: Luke Edwards, Gabriel 
Damon. Writers: Bob Tzudiker, Noni White. Music: Alan 
Menken. Lyrics: Jack Feldman. Score: J.A.C. Redford. Direc- 


tor: Kenny Ortega. [Walt Disney. 1992.] Overall rating: 74. 


Rock-A-Doodle 


“Technically excellent” but “uninvolving” animated musical 
with a “stupid premise,” starring the voice of Glen Campbell as 
a rooster whois laughed off the farm by his barnyard friends, goes 
to Las Vegas in shame, becomes as famous as Elvis, and has to be 
hunted down and returned so that the sun will rise again and the 
farm will be saved from the evil owl (the “noteworthy” Christo- 
pher Plummer). Also featuring an “excellent” Phil Harris as 
the narrator dog, and a “nearly interesting” Sandy Duncan as 
Peepers, “a tiny competent mouse who wears glasses.” “My five- 
year-old loved it—sat still and never took his eyes off of it for the 
entire 77 minutes.” “Cockamamie rendition of the Chanticleer 
legend.” “The Wizard of Oz Meets Viva Las Vegas Meets Fritz the 
Cat Meets Yellow Submarine.” “Nothing very unusual, but vivid 
and easy to watch.” “Excellent animation, but doesn’t hold up as 
well as Don Bluth’s other films, like An American Tail or All 
Dogs Go to Heaven.” “If Glen Campbell is trying to do Elvis, it’s 
not working.” “The music really isn’t that great.” “Very little 
original thought.” “A dismal mess, with a dull, flat look—the 
characters hang in front of the background, instead of existing in 
it.” “My technical advisor—a second-grader—walked out on it.” 
“Life 1 is too short for this.” “Charles Nelson Reilly does a bad 





The dog gets all the good reviews in Ernest Scared Stupid. 


imitation of himself; it’s unsettling.” “Suggests to children that 
anyone with decent diction or an English accent is part of the ‘bad’ 
Spotted Owl crowd.” Two motor vehicle chases. Two (chicken) 
breasts. Cast: Ellen Green, Toby Scott Ganger, Eddie Deezen. 
Writer: David N. Weiss. Director: Bluth. [HBO. 1992.] Overall 
rating: 72. 


Ladybugs 


In “Rodney Danger- 
field’s worst movie,” he’s a 
corporation man tossing off 
“terrible one-liners” that “all 
fall flat” and trying to get a 
promotion by coaching a soc- 
cer team of 13-year-old girls 
sponsored by his boss. All 
the best acting is done by 
children—Jonathan 
Brandis, Jandi Swanson 
and Vinessa Shaw. “Ev- 
erybody old enough to vote 
turns in a rotten perfor- 
mance.” “Tries to be The Bad 
News Bears, but just bad 
news.” “As predictable as the 
worst Three’s Company epi- 
sode. Asks us to believe a 
girls soccer team is sodumb 
they wouldn’t notice one of 
their teammates is a boy.” 
“This film asks you to be- 
lieve that Rodney could get 
anything but commercial af- 
fection from a woman half 
his age.” “Stupid and pre- 
dictable sight gags.” “Nothing you haven’t seen Rodney do be- 
fore.” “A sitcom on film.” “Highly offensive compromising situa- 
tions with children.” “No respect from me.” Minority opinion: 
“Surprisingly good, though it follows a standard formula.” “Great 
and wonderful, but not everyone will like it because of the 
juvenile sports/drag schtick.” Cast: Jackee (“okay”), Tom Parks 
(“seems to be reading cue cards, and every line ends with a forced 
smile”), ene Graff. Writer: Curtis Burch (“sheer ineptitude’). 
Director: Sidney J. Furie. [Paramount. 1992.] Overall rating: 
72. 


Ernest Scared Stupid 


“Disgusting excuse for a movie” starring Jim Varney, “an 
embarrassment” as Ernest P. Worrell, who accidentally brings a 
demon back from the grave but then has to defeat “a bunch of 
child-freezing trolls who look like they escaped from Sesame 
Street.” With jazz great Eartha Kitt as a witch (“What is she 
doing in this?” “Is she on drugs and needed to do this for a fix?”) 
and “a midget monster that looks like Jack Palance.” “Into the 
toilet we go.” “Even kids would be bored by this.” “The dog is 
excellent.” “I really liked the dog’s scenes.” “Three cheers for the 
dog.” “Excellent title sequence shows clips from every black-and- 
white horror flick ever made.” “Bad child actors.” Varney has the 
best line: “How about a bumper sandwich, Booger Lips?” Sixteen 
melted trolls. Four motor vehicle chases. Exploding troll. Dog 
food fight. Cast: Austin Nagler, Shay Ashtor, John 
Cadenhead. Story: John Cherry, Coke Sams. Writers: Charlie 
Gale, Sams. Director: Cherry. [Touchstone. 1992.] Overall rat- 
ing: 65. 


- Members of the Big Studio Committee are Thomas E. Bauer, criminal defense trial lawyer, Minneapolis; Gerald Burns, 
poet, Austin, Tex.; Robert R. Campbell, corporate executive, Long Beach, Calif.; Joe Coughlin, purchasing agent, Boston; 
DavidA. Dowling, government/economics teacher, Stranahan High School, Fort Usederdalc Fla.; Chip Howard, sportscaster, 

_ Bryan, Tex.; Bailey Jones, master control operator at a religious TV network, Birmingham, Ala.; Jo Nelle K. Jordan, graphic 
artist, Lewistown, Pa.; Daniel C. Rowe, musician, Seattle; Jeff Sadler, insurance consultant and author, Orlando; Patrick © 
Spreng, computer bulletin board system operator, Carrollton, Tex.; and Mark oe Satellite Music Network broadcaster, 


Plano, Tex. 


irector Michael 
P. DiPaolo, the 
erittiest-of-the-gritty 
chronicler of New 
York’s mean streets, is 
working on a new film 
called My Secret The- 
ater, aboutafemale TV 
reporter who gets in- 
side the mind of a se- 
rial killer, and then 
can’t get out again. 
DiPaolo’s day job for 
the past nine years has 
been videotaping con- 
fessions at the Brooklyn 
District Attorney’s Office 
(he’s logged 1400 so far), 
and most of his films have 
been loosely based on the 
most interesting of those 
confessions. His films in- 
clude Brutal Ardor (1986), 
the story of a battered wife 
who kills her husband; 
Bought & Sold (1988), the 
life and death of a sexu- 
ally-abused runaway; 
Where No Sun Shines 
(1987), a hidden-camera 
documentary on New 
York’s hustlers and home- 
less after midnight in ar- 
eas most New Yorkers fear 
to enter (it set a record by 
being rejected by all 25 
documentary film festi- 
vals); and Requiem For a 
Whore (1989), the story of 
the last day ofa street pros- 
titute. DiPaolo sells video- 
cassette versions of his 
films himself. For an order form, write him care of: 
Chiaroscuro, P.O. Box 2503, New York, NY 10108. 
€ 
The Night of the Living Dead 25th Anniversary 
Reunion and Horror Exposition will be held in Pitts- 
burgh (where else?) on the weekend of August 27-29, 
with such events as a “Zombie Swimsuit Beauty 
Pageant,” a tour of locations where the original 
movie was filmed, and the usual dealer tables filled 
with memorabilia, trading cards, masks, etc. If you’re 
a dealer, or simply want ticket information (and how 
to get airline and hotel discounts), write to the 
convention organizer: Robert V. Michelucci, Gen- 
eral Manager, Imagine, Inc., P.O. Box 9674, Pitts- 
burgh, PA 15226. 





€ 
Midnight Marquee, the Baltimore fanzine de- 





... Wherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
Che out-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 


places where misfits dwell. 


DiPaolo’s Requiem for a Whore: Reality Fu. 


voted to monster mov- 
ies and other forms of 
horror, is celebrating 
its 30th anniversary. 
For those of you unfa- 
miliar with the fanzine 
world, this is so old 
that, in fanzine years, 
it outdistances 
Methusaleh. Con- 
gratulations to Gary 
and Susan Svehla, 
who have kept it going 
all this time. For those 
attending the Famous 
Monster Convention in 
Crystal City, Virginia, over 
Memorial Day weekend, 
you can stop by and con- 
gratulate them in person. 
Meanwhile, you can re- 
quest samples and sub- 
scription rates by writing: 
Gary J. Svehla, Editor/Pub- 
lisher, Midnight Marquee, 
9721 Britinay Ln., Balti- 
more, MD 21234. 
€ 

Our friend Reinhold 
Aman, the eminent expert 
on dirty jokes, insults and 
gutter language, reports 
that some crazy Marxist 
professor of literature is 
now hunting for “racism” 
and “sexism” in fairy tales, 
which are, of course, hun- 
dreds, if not thousands, of 
years old. Reinhold sug- 
gests that, in the future, 
we refer to Snow White and 
the Seven Dwarfs as The 
Eurocentric Female-Gender Person and the Seven 
Differently-Height-Abled Male-Gender Associates. 
Reinhold’s Maledicta Monitor is a four-to-six-page 
quarterly newsletter devoted to finding all the best 
cursing, sick jokes and politically incorrect uses of 
language around the world, and it’s always hysteri- 
cally funny. (Reinhold practices what he preaches, 
too. We once got a long rambling letter from him 
called “Legal Slimebags of Wisconsin” that was a 
blow-by-blow assault on every judge involved in the 
trial and appeal of his divorce settlement.) Maledicta 
Monitor is abargain at $8 a year, payable to: Reinhold 
Aman, Editor, Maledicta Press, P.O. Box 14123, 
Santa Rosa, CA 95402-6123. 

€ 

Believe it or not, this is an actual quote from 

Jean-Claude Van Damme: “I’m very proud of my 








Jean-Claude demonstrates Gluteus Maximus Fu. 


butt. What you can dois... contract the butt hard for 
15 seconds, then release. And I mean hard! Do this 20 
times a day, and you won't be able to walk. But you'll 
look like Van Damme.” He gave us these words for 
living in an interview with Genre magazine. 
€ 
The censoring FCC drip-down effect begins. 
Susie Bright, the sex expert who travels around to 
schools doing safe-sex demonstrations and promot- 
ing books like Susie Bright’s Sexual Reality and 
Susie Bright’s Lesbian Sex World, had a two-hour 
interview segment on KFI Radio in Los Angeles 
cancelled just two hours prior to its scheduled airing. 
The reason, according to program director David 
Hall, is that the station is trying to “avoid FCC 
attention”—and that includes controversial subject 
matter that might cause people to write letters. KFI 
is a fairly free-wheeling station in a very liberal 
market, so if the FCC’s recent attitude is having an 
effect there, there’s no telling what effect it’s having 
in more conservative areas of the country. Howard 
Stern’s employers have the money to fight off the 
fines. Most stations do not. 
€ 
More on the censorship front: Canada, which 
thinks of itself as socially progressive, has a list of 
banned publications which has been used to pros- 
ecute people for customs violations. The latest is the 
trial of three members of the Quebec Ku Klux Klan 
for bringing copies of The Klansman from the United 
States to Canada. This is obviously another Klan 
provocation, designed to cause the press and govern- 
ment to persecute Klan members, so that the Klan 
can get enough publicity to recruit new members. 
This has been their pattern for the last 30 years, and 
yet nobody ever wises up to it. If you get rid of the 
banned publications list, then you get rid of the 
publicity. Does anyone honestly think that people 


are going to pick up a copy of The Klansman and 
suddenly say, “Oh my God, all these years I’ve been 
looking for something to believe in, and now I’ve 
found it! I’m a racist!” This whole affair just proves 
that all censorship is harmful, and in this case has 
the opposite effect of what was intended. 
€ 

Hip Texas restaurants now serve “Bubba” for- 
tune cookies, better known as Texas Chuckle Cook- 
ies, made by our friends Dale Ogden and Jean 
Ogden of San Antonio. The cookies are actually 
made by the Southern Noodle Company in Houston, 
from a recipe owned by Tommy Kwan and Shing 
Tom, but the fortunes are good ole corny Texas 
jokes. Example: “Bubba sez the hardest thing about 
middle age is deciding when to start.” The cookies 
come two ways—360 individually wrapped for $34.50 
a box, or 48 “12-packs” for $51.50 a box—payable to: 
Texas Chuckle Cookie Co., 2211 NW Military, Suite 
117-104, San Antonio, TX 78213. 

€ 

A familiar old name in exploitation, Cannon 
Pictures, will be back in business this year, thanks 
to a $15 million loan from a bank in Amsterdam. The 
immediate effect will be the release of two films that 
have been languishing in the vaults—Midnight Ride, 
starring Michael Dudikoff, and Fifty/Fifty, star- 
ring Peter Weller. (For many years Cannon was 
run by the famous partnership of Israelis Menahem 
Golan and Yoram Globus, but this is no longer 
true. Golan runs 21st Century Films. Globus runs 
Melrose Entertainment. And now that this bank 
deal has been completed, Globus intends to merge 
with Cannon so he can reclaim the name. It’s so 
complicated that even we don’t understand it. One 
thing is clear, though. Golan and Globus were so 
mad at each other when they parted ways that 
they'll never work together again.) 


You think the unemployment rate is bad, just check out . . . 


The I-Hate-My-Job Rate 


nemployment is only half the problem. The “I- 
hate-my-job” rate is running about 95 per cent 

and climbing. 
I noticed this recently when I asked a bunch of 


Pad 
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people to send in a form stating what they do for a 
living. Only about a third of them had a simple one- 
word answer, like “accountant,” “salesman” or “cop.” 
The rest of them had these incredibly convoluted 
things like “currently a marketing assistant, but 
primarily a filmmaker and screenwriter.” Or “actor/ 
astrologer/computer technician.” 

And at first I thought, “These are some of the 
most fascinating people I’ve ever met. Not just a 
chemist. A chemist and a professional mountain- 
climber. Not just an author of romance novels, but an 
author who also leads Zairean tour groups.” 

But then I realized, it wasn’t so much that people 
had all these things going on at the same time. It was 
that they were leading two lives—the here’s-what-I- 
do-to-pay-the-bills life, and the here’s-what-I-really- 
want-to-do-and-someday-I!’ll-do-it-full-time-but- 
right-now-I-have-to-pay-the-bills life. And so, okay, 
that’s not so strange. You figure, what’s new, right? 

Here’s what’s new: 





It’s not the waitresses and pizza delivery guys 
who hate their jobs the most. People with some of the 
best jobs in America are all looking to get out. 

I’ve been doing an informal survey on this sub- 
ject. I met a guy who works on NASA space 
probes who’s trying to switch careers. I don’t 
know about you, but it sounds pretty danged 
fascinating to me. Uh-uh. He wants to be a 
film director. I met a lawyer who has a great 
practice, one that brings him into contact 
with people from all walks of life. Nope. He 
wants to be a novelist. I met a woman who 
produces network TV shows. She’d like to 
“open up my own business some day,” some- 
thing small, in some out-of-the-way Yuppie 
retreat town, like Santa Fe. 

Now. At the same time that all this “I- 
hate-my-job” stuffis going on, there are great 
jobs available that can’t be filled. I know an 
accountant who replaces employees about 
every three months, simply because they get 
bored with the job and start making mis- 
takes. He’s a great guy to work for. The work 
is interesting for anybody with a math or 
accounting background. The office is nice. 
He just can’t keep their attention, and after 
a while he starts to think, “Why did they 
bother to go to junior college and get the 
bookkeeping degree in the first place?” It’s 
the same case with bank tellers. Citibank has 
had openings forever for junior tellers. It’s 
one of the biggest corporations in the world, 
and they can’t find enough people to work 

there. They go into the high schools and beg people 

to come apply for these jobs. 

So what’s going on here? 

I’ve got a theory. 

People don’t want jobs anymore. They want 
lifestyles. If theyre gonna go to an office every day, 
then they’re looking for a Virtual Reality experience. 
Good morning, Mr. Boss, make me happy, make me 
fulfilled, make me fit in, make me love life. Anything 
short of that is a waste of time. 

It used to be easier. You used to go in for the 
interview, and afterwards they would ask if you had 
any questions, and you would say, “Yeah, just one. 
How much money do I get?” 

I’m not saying people were happier. I’m just 
saying they didn’t expect the Assistant Division 
Manager for the Western Region to make them feel 
good about themselves. 

Now, evidently, they do. 

It won’t work, people. Trust me. 
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Joe Bob Can't Wait For... 


College Swing: College musical farce starring Gracie Fields 
asa pretty but dim student who fails her school exams nine times 
in 1738; two hundred years later, her ditzy look-alike will inherit 
the college if she can graduate. Bob Hope stars as a tutor, with 
George Burns, Gracie Allen, Martha Raye, Edward Everett 
Horton, Betty Grable, John Payne, Ben Blue and J ackie 
Coogan. Directed by Raoul Walsh. MCA/Universal. $14.98. 
May 19. 

Fist of Honor: Action adventure starring Sam Jones as a 
young boxer who intervenes in a Mafia family feud between the 
beautiful Joey House and corrupt cop Bubba Smith. Also 
starring Harry Guardino and Abe Vigoda as the rival godfa- 
thers. PM. $89.95. May 19. 

Ghost Breakers: Video release of a 1940 comedy starring 
Paulette Goddard as a woman trapped in a New York hotel 
when a storm leaves the city in darkness, and Bob Hope as a 
dimwit radio broadcaster who ends up escaping with her to a 
haunted castle. Also starring Richard Carlson, Paul Lukas, 
Anthony Quinn. MCA/Universal. $14.98. May 19. 

Glengarry Glen Ross: Drama starring Alec Baldwin as a 
Florida real-estate sales manager who comes up with a new 
“incentive” program, leading to a series of underhanded deals 
involving Jack Lemmon, Al Pacino and Ed Harris. Based on 
the Pulitzer Prize-winning play by David Mamet. Live. $94.98. 
May 19. 

Louisiana Purchase: Video release of a 1941 musical com- 
edy, with music and lyrics by Irving Berlin, starring Bob Hope 
as an investigator for a congressional committee who comes to 
New Orleans and gets involved with a beautiful French girl. Also 
starring Irene Bordoni, Maxie Rosenbloom, Vera Zorina, 
Victor Moore. MCA/Universal. $14.98. May 19. 

Monsieur Beaucaire: Video release of a 1946 period comedy 
starring Bob Hope as a nitwit royal barber at the court of King 
Louis who pursues chambermaid Joan Caulfield and gets 
sentenced to the guillotine. Also starring Cecil Kelloway, 
Patric Knowles, Reginald Owen. MCA/Universal. $14.98. 
May 19. 

My Favorite Blonde: Video release of the 1942 send-up of 
The Maltese Falcon, with Madeleine Carroll as a woman who 
receives a carved scorpion on board a ship and hides in the 
stateroom of baggy-pants comic Bob Hope. Also starring Gale 
Sondergaard, George Zucco. MCA/Universal. $14.98. May 
19. : 

Paper Marriage: Romantic drama starring Joanna Tre- 
pechinska as a Polish woman brought to England as a mail- 
order bride, only to discover her intended has changed his mind, 
eventually driven into a marriage of convenience with struggling 
artist Gary Kemp, who extracts a premium price. Also starring 
Sadie Frost, Rita Tushingham, Richard Hawley. Academy. 
$89.95. May. 19. 

Sorrowful Jones: Video release of a 1949 sentimental com- 
edy starring Bob Hope as a Broadway bookie forced to care for 
a little girl when her father skips town. Also starring Lucille 
Ball, William Demarest, Bruce Cabot, Thomas Gomez. 
MCA/Universal. $14.98. May 19. 

Billy Bunny’s Animal Songs: First ina series of “sing-along” 
tapes starring the Muppets, telling a musical story hosted by 
Kermit the Frog. Jim Henson. $12.99. May 21. 

The Ever Popular Tortured Artist Effect: Twenty-three 
videos filmed at Todd Rundgren’s Utopia Video Studio, with 
candid interview footage, amounting to a video autobiography. 
BMG. $19.98 (video). $29.98 (laserdisc). May 25. 

Pride and Joy: The Story of Alligator Records: Musical 
documentary about Chicago-based Alligator Records, an inde- 
pendent label which is a major force in the international blues 
recording scene, and which sponsored a 20th anniversary tour to 
25 cities featuring acts like Koko Taylor and her Blues Ma- 
chine, The Lonnie Brooks Blues Band, Elvin Bishop, Katie 
Webster, and Lil’ Ed and the Blues Imperials. Directed by 
Robert Mugge. BMG. $29.98 (video). $39.98 (laserdisc). May 25. 






Drive-In Theater 


And we thought Sean was the unstable one. 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

June 26: A Kiss Before Dying: Matt Dillon is a creepy serial 
killer who’s systematically knocking off the children of industrial- 
ist Max Von Sydow while trying to marry his daughters. He 
finally succeeds with social worker Sean Young (you scoff?). 
Extremely well-done adaptation of the Ira Levin novel, directed 
by James Dearden. Four stars. (Second feature: Sorority Babes 
in the Slimeball Bowl-o-rama: Cult classic about two sorority 
pledges, Brinke Stevens and Michelle Bauer, who are ordered 
to break into the mall bowling alley as their initiation, but once they 
arrive, they unleash a mutant demon who lives in a bowling trophy 
and turns everyone into raving sex-maniac lasagna-faced zom- 
bies—everybody, that is, except Linnea Quigley, asharp-tongued 
punk burglar who happens to be on the premises when the party 
starts. Three and a half stars.) 

July 3: In the Heat of Passion: Erotic thriller starring Nick 
Corri as a young actor who falls in lust with Sally Kirkland and 
basically does it nine ways from Sunday in the kitchen, on top of the 
TV set, in the shower, in the women’s restroom, and occasionally 
even in bed while her jerk husband is lurking around downstairs, 
watching cable TV, while the whole world thinks the actor is a 
rapist, because they saw him on TV acting out the part of a rapist 
on one of those America’s Most Wanted-type shows. Four stars. 
(Second feature: Bikini Island: Scream queen Holly Floria stars 
as an actress who goes to a cattle call, gets selected by some drooling 
sleazoids to take part in a Sports Illustrated-type swimsuit edition, 
takes a couple showers, roots around on the beach, and eventually 
battles a bow-and-arrow-wielding Bikini Bunny to the death. 
“Based in part on atrue story.” Featuring that classic song “All the 
Palm Trees Are Smiling (on Bikini Island).” One star.) 

July 10: Sorority House Massacre II, The Pit and the Pendu- 
lum. 


Momilies: As My Mother Used to Say... 
(Michele Slung): This dull compilation of pat 


responses that moms have been schlepping to 
unsuspecting children throughout the ages is 
upstaged by the accompanying fuzzy vintage 
photos of famous people’s moms. I know, I know— 
“If you don’t have anything nice to say, don’t say 
it at all.” Too bad. One star. ($4.99. Ballantine 
Books, New York, NY) 
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I live in America and I make movies, so, hey, it’s obvious! 


I’m Beautiful and You’re Not 


I can finally relax. I got my issue of People with Janine Turner of Northern Exposure? 


“The 50 Most Beautiful People in the World” 
inside. We’ve got singers, we’ve got beauty queens, 


hockey players and actresses, dress designers and 
quarterbacks, bodybuilders and musicians, dancers 
and figure skaters. We’ve got your Billy Ray Cyrus. 
We've got an opera singer, a novelist, a Kennedy, a 
Congressman, an astronaut, and, of course, we’ve 
got a whole heck of a lot of models. 

Which brings me to my first question for the 
editors of People: 

Are you sure? 

How come the “Most Beautiful” list never has a 
Guatemalan peasant on it? Is there no such thing as 
a beautiful Guatemalan peasant? How do you really 
know these are the fifty most beautiful? What if 
there’s a Tibetan holy man who’s more beautiful 
than, say, Clyde Drexler of the Portland Trail Blaz- 
ers? What if you hung out in Prague discos and 
discovered that a Czechoslovakian waitress is actu- 
ally more beautiful, in all senses of the term, than 





Let’s break it down statistically and see what 


People really means by the word Beautiful. First, by 


occupation, the People list has: 

1 Dancer 

1 Fashion Designer 

1 Novelist 

1 Congressman 

1 Prince 

1 Ambassador 

1 Astronaut 

1 Assistant D.A. 

And then, getting more serious: 

5 Sports Stars 

6 Models 

7 Singers 

24 Actors 

Let’s see. Do I detect a trend here? Do 
we have professional publicists at work? 

Nyaaaah. 

But there’s an even more interesting 
statistic. Now let’s break down the “Beau- 
tiful 50” according to nationality. This is, 
after all, billed as the fifty most beautiful 
people in the world: 

1 Irishman 

1 Belgian 

1 Frenchwoman 

1 Australian 

1 Chinese 

1 German 

1 Spaniard 

1 Argentine 

But don’t think that there’s no other 
country given respect by this list, because 
we have: 

2 Britishers 

And that leaves, of course: 

40 Americans 

So what have we learned here? We’ve learned, 
first of all, that 80 per cent of all beauty in the entire 
world is in America. This makes me feel better about 
myself. And even though one-third of the world’s 
population is in China, only 2 per cent of the beauti- 
ful people live there. Of course, this is a far higher 
percentage than Russia, the entire continent of 
Africa, and the South Pacific. (They couldn’t find a 
single beauty in Tahiti?) 

But then, if you take “beautiful” to mean “glam- 
orous, then we’ve learned something even more 
important. If you can’t hit a jump shot, better start 
those singing and acting lessons. In the nineties, 
oe work is not gonna cut it. 





Dear Joe Bob, 

You know, you crack me 
up. You're kind of like a hick 
Rush Limbaugh—no offense. 

The first issue I caught by 
accident was about the best strip joints in the 
country. I about died. Up till then I thought I only 
thought like that. Since I’m a new reader I wonder 
if you ever did an article on the best sporting houses 
in Nevada. If you did, I’d like a reprint. If you 
haven’t, I'd like to go with you when you do, or, hell, 
you can go with me. Thanks for keeping everything 
in perspective. 






















US. 
Bakersfield, Calif. 
Dear U.S.: 

The last time I was in Nevada, somebody of- 
fered me an under-and-over triple-reverse around- 
the-world clavicle job. I told her I couldn’t consider 

it unless I worked out in the gym for six months 
first. Did I make a mistake? 


Joe Bob, 

I did not see a reporter from your organization 
at this trial, which captivated many of us that have 

ventured into the weird zone: 

Busty Heart, a famous artful dancer appearing 
at a local strip club, decided to attend a baseball 
game. She was accused of skipping lewdly down an 
aisle and disturbing patrons and was told to leave 
the premises. Her small shirt just happened to be 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 
































Buttons 
Stephanie button, Betty Page (6), Flying Saucers Over 
Hollywood, Don’t Panic!, Bored in the USA!, Critters 2, A 
Nightmare on Elm Street 2, A Nightmare on Elm Street 3, 
Tremors, Bon Jovi, RATT, Total Recall, Flat Duo Jets, Misery 
is coming!, Night of the Living Dead, Action Jackson, Who is 
Darkman?, We’ve Got Fun For Everyone, LMNOP. 
Hats 
The Movie Channel visor, Baseball caps—Arcadia Auto 
Parts, Brisket Cases, black and orange hat, San Francisco hat. 
Bumper Stickers 
Free America or Drug-Free America, I Seen Em Too!, 
Pothead Man, 101.9 WDET, WJRZ 100.1, KRQR 97.3 FM The 
Rocker, Live Forever—Win a Million Dollars, Greetings from 
Bakersfield, Ca., Titty Bingo, D.A.M.M. (Drunks Against Mad 
Mothers), B.R.A. (Bimbo Rights Amendments), Conserve Texas 
Water—Drink Texas Wine, Don’t Mess With Texas (17), Don’t 
Dream & Drive—Nightmare on Elm Street 5, Blood Salvage, 
The Adventures of Ford Fairlane, Surfing Magazine, Satan 
Williams Republican From Hell (4), Latex Lovers Live Longer, 
Support the Nicaraguan Freedom Fighter, Splatterpunk! (25). 


Joe Bob's Advice 
to the Hopeless 





advertising her 900 number. 
On her next booking at the 
strip club she again decided 
to take in a day baseball game 
but was barred from the pre- 
mises. This resulted in a trial of major constitu- 
tional repercussions for we, the weird. 

Harry White 

St. Louis 
Dear Harry: 

I noticed that it took eleven security people at 
Busch Stadium to turn back all of Busty’s eighty- 
eight inches. That’s eight inches per cop. And that’s 
disgusting. 

Where are the feminists when you need them? 


Hey J.B.— 
[In response to the “Cheers and Jeers” section 
of the December 14, 1991 issue of TV Guide which 
applauds Linda Ellerbe’s series for Nickelodeon 
which examines issues from a kid’s point of view— 
one program is titled “We Are the Weird.” ] 
Linda’s stealing your idea! I watched a little of 
it—lots of whiney kids. Definitely not drive-in 
material! 
Sic your attack-lawyers on Linda. Joe Bob vs. 
Linda Ellerbe. I would pay to see that! 
Sally Vandershaf 
Orinda, Calif. 
Dear Sally: 
I never make fun of the handicapped. 






ODooooODoOooooOoooOooOooooOooooonDoDoooooOoooooooooOoOoOooOooOoOoOoOoOo0 





This Week's Contest 

Mike Austin of San Pablo, California: “I’m 
trying to identify the title of a comedy that starts out 
with a guy (the star) in court and in trouble. Now this 
could be either Richard Pryor or Gene Wilder or 
maybe even both or neither, but the guy is in court 
and is assigned a public defender who is in most 
horrible need of some drugs and freaks out, and I 
believe pleads the client guilty and causes a ruckus 
and a lot of laughs. This movie is only a few years old, 
but there are so many possibilities that ’'m unable to 
locate most of the tapes to check out.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue Send 
“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 

In the March 22 issue, Bill Maloney, stationed 
with the U.S. Air Force in Belgium, wrote about “a B 
movie” in which “a cop or detective is radioing his 
partner and says he is going to check something out. 
He is peering at something from around the corner 
when he is captured (knocked from behind). When 
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he awakes he is tied up on a chair and is faced with 
three captors. There are two men, both somewhat 
big and thug looking. And there is one woman who is 
dressed in what I think 
was a long white nightie 
or dress, and she is reclin- 
ing on a couch smoking a 
cigarette from a cigarette 
holder (a long holder). She 
gets up, asks him some 
questions. Every time he 
doesn’t answer, she burns 
him on the face with the 
cigarette. He doesn’t an- 
swer the questions cor- 
rectly, so she tells the 
thugs to kill him. They, 
knowing that he is a cop, 
look scared and don’t re- 
act. So she does. She 
reaches down in a cabinet 
next to the couch and pulls 
out a silenced pistol. She 
then shoots the man sev- 
eral times and tells them 
to dispose of him. A little 
bit later his partner comes 
to the same area and sneaks up to a pool. As he gets 
to the middle (alongside) the pool she appears behind 
him and shoots him. He falls into the pool and she 
comes up and shoots him several more times until 
blood starts to pool up.” 

We had 10 correct answers, so our winner was 
chosen by drawing, and he is... 

D.L. Bogart of Joplin, Missouri: “It seems like 
nearly every B-grade spy or gangster thriller has a 
scene similar to that described, but one epic springs 
to mind—Ted V. Mikels’ 1968 The Astro-Zombies. I 
find it amazing that of all the examples of ‘it sure 
looked a lot better on paper’ screenwriting in this 
classic, that particular scene stood out in Bill’s mind. 
Who could ignore the screen presence of ex-stripper 
(Mikels’ repertory company regular) Tura Satana 
and her pre-Tammy Faye makeup? Let’s not forget 
John Carradine in his 983rd mad scientist role, and 
the final screen performance of Wendell Corey (who 
died scant minutes after the wrap party). The most 
normal thing about this flick was its producer and co- 
screenwriter: Wayne Rogers, in his pre-M*A*S*H 
days! Astro-Zombies was re-issued by Wizard Video 
in the late eighties in a severely edited (from 94 to 80 
minutes) version entitled Space Vampires. Gone are 
several graphic ‘organ-rippings,’ and close-up de- 
tails of ahammer attack by one of the titular charac- 
ters.” 

Additional information came from our nine run- 
ners-up... 

Erich Mees of Dunwoody, Georgia: “The plot 
concerns a mad scientist (John Carradine, of course) 


powered heart. 





John Carradine, creator of the solar- 


who creates killer zombies with solar-powered arti- 
ficial hearts. (In a classic scene, one ‘Astro-Zombie’ 
recharges itself by holding a flashlight to the solar 
cell in its forehead.) The mad 
doctor’s secret is wanted by 
both the CIA (the ‘good guys’) 
and foreign spies (the woman 
and two thugs Bill remem- 
bers). The slinky secret agent 
who kills the two CIA guys is 
played by Tura Satana, star 
of Russ Meyer’s immortal 
Faster, Pussycat! Kill! Kill! 
The Astro-Zombies is one of 
Ted V. Mikels’ most enter- 
taining films, thanks to the 
incredible acting (and 
overacting) of John Carradine, 
Tura Satana, and Wendell 
Corey (seemingly acting un- 
der the influence as the CIA 
chief, his last role), and the 
outrageous screenplay by 
Mikels and Wayne “Trapper 
John’ Rogers. Incidentally, the 
original radio promo for The 
Astro-Zombies can be found 
on Monster Rock ‘n’ Roll Show, a CD collection of 
‘horror’ songs like ‘Monster Mash’ and ‘Feast of the 
Mau Maw’ and old horror movie commercials. The 
Astro-Zombies’ trailer is a masterpiece of hyperac- 
tive hype: ‘Beware The Astro-Zombies! They muti- 
late, they torture, they kill! Spine-tingling horror, 
unspeakable shock and breathless excitement will 
grip you as you watch living organs ripped from the 
bodies of voluptuous females! As beating hearts and 
throbbing brains are transplanted to create... the 
Astro-Zombies! Cringe in terror, scream in fright, as 
these skull-faced monsters strike blindly at living 
flesh, and the motion picture screen flows in the 
blood-drenched wake of the Astro-Zombies! The beau- 
tiful, voluptuous, deadly, vicious Satana, a woman 
who would stop at nothing to gain control over the 
Astro-Zombies, whose creed was “Kill! Kill! Kill!” 
John Carradine as the deranged scientist, Wendell 
Corey as the doctor who opposes him, match wits in 
this bloody, sadistic, terror-filled, suspense-laden 
horror film of brutal mutilations and senseless kill- 
ings, as the Astro-Zombies go berserk and threaten 
a city with death! Watch it and you die a thousand 
deaths! The Astro-Zombies! In color! Coming soon to 
your local theater!’ They really knew how to sell 
movies back then, didn’t they?” 

Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, Illinois: 
“Space Zombies is another title. This R or PG-rated 
turkey has little sense because of the shifting from 
scenes of Tura with cigarettes and silencers and 
thugs (one is Rafael Campos using the same 





ernie from Agent from H.A.R.M.) and CIA 
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agent Wendell Corey (also in H.A.R.M.) all trying to 
track down Dr. DeMarco creating an ‘Astroman’ 
usually searching for a flashlight.” 

Christopher Martin of St. Clair Shores, Michi- 
gan: “The scene Bill described is darkly reminiscent 
of Astro-Zombies, easily one of the stupidest science 
fiction films ever made. The scene, as I remember it, 
takes place at a cheap motel, where a cop was 
grabbed by a spy ring led by your typical everyday 
Dragon Lady. She jabs the cop with a lit cigarette, 
then shoots him, having forgotten most of the ques- 
tions she was going to ask. The cop’s partner is later 
shot by the motel pool. The ‘Dragon Lady’ was played 
by the famous ex-stripper Tura Satana, who wore 
enough pancake in the film to open her own IHOP 
restaurant. Her henchmen included a short Latino 
who was so skinny you could see the bulge where he 
kept his switchblade (at least it looked like a 
switchblade). For undercover agents, their tastes in 
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clothing was rather conspicuous. They must have 
gotten their outfits from a Goodwill box on Holly- 
wood Boulevard. What puzzles me is why that par- 
ticular scene should stand out in Bill’s mind. There 
were many asinine moments in Astro-Zombies that 
were far more memorable. These include: opening 
credits that featured a toy robot chugging through a 
sandbox; the basement lab of a mad scientist, whose 
surgical implements included a machete; an Astro- 
Zombie racing through the streets of Los Angeles 
with a flashlight pressed to his forehead, trying to 
recharge the photo-electric cells in his skull. Curi- 
ously enough, the film was co-produced by Wayne 
Rogers of M*A*S*H fame. In addition to being an 
actor, he has been described as a savvy financial 
manager. The fact that he did not perform in the film 
is certainly a testament to his intelligence. In sum- 
mary, Astro-Zombies is one of the most inane ex- 
amples of sci-fi ever conceived and a total insult to 
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the concept of cinematic crafts- 
manship. When are you going to 
show it? We can hardly wait.” 

Jerry Jasinski of Royal Oak, 
Michigan: “The best part of the 
movie is a victim tied to a table in 
the mad-scientist lab, struggling 
to get free, and smacking herself 
in the face with her breasts. Mighty 
fine stuff, indeed.” 

Jon Calderas of Cincinnati: 
“T remember seeing this circa 1978 
on the great Hoolihan and Big 
Chuck Show outta Cleveland. The 
opening scene in a parking garage 
(I think) where you catch a glimpse 
of the skull mask of the zombie 
scared the shot out of me.” 

Ron Miller of Dallas: “The- 
aters that exhibited this movie 
gave away little plastic Astro Zom- 
bie skulls as a premium.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Dale M. Johnson of Cincinnati; 
Bret McCormick of Fort Worth, 
Texas; and Russ Weissenburger 
of San Diego. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


Place a personal ad or message, sell 
or trade videos, publicize events! What- | 
ever! Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and 
charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 addi- 
| tional fee (don't forget your signature | 
| and expiration date)or mail your ad with 
| check payable toWe Are The Weird, P.O. | 

Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
appear in approximately three weeks. 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 
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Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 


you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002 Dallas, TX 
15221. 
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Books 


MEN OF ACTION AND ADVENTURE— 


Paladin Press has been described as “the 
most dangerous pressin America.” Millions 
of satisfied readers disagree. Outrageous 
and controversial books on videos and fire- 
arms, exotic weaponry, unconventional war- 
fare, new identity, espionage and investiga- 
tion, privacy, action careers and more! To 
order our 56-page catalog send $1 to: Pala- 
din Press, Box 1307-3WTW, Boulder, CO 
80306, (303) 443-7250. 


Video Sales 


Roadkill, The Movie. Weird, underground 


(1993). Kangaroos, Moose, Bumper Bun- 
nies and many more. Color, 60 minutes. 
$24.95 plus $5 S/H. Mondo Film Produc- 
tions, P.O. Box 711 Englewood, CO 80151. 
Visa/MC 1-800-532-5557. 
e 

Carl J. Sukenick’s Mutant Massacre. VHS 
$29.95. Blood, nudity, violence. Free cata- 
log from CJS Films, c/o Sukenick, 305 W. 


28th St. #12D, New York, NY 10001. 


Miscellaneous 


Playboy Magazine collection for sale! 1965 


to present. Send SASE for price list. Paul 
MacArthur, P.O. Box 401, Camillus, NY 
13031-0401. 


Fanzines 


baby sue. Horny humor. Sample $1, sub- 


scription $8. Cash/checks to Fievet, Box 
1111, Decatur, GA 30031-1111. 


Bovine Gazette—It’s not just for cows.” $1 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


Joe Bob’s Classifie 


checks to S.C. Taylor, P.O. Box 2263 Pasa- 
dena, CA 91102. 
Lost Armadillos in Heat. “Dude! Parental 
Guidance Suggested” features Mr. Bitch, 
Ask Misti, and Murraytoons. $2 y’all. 1113 
W. 31, Austin, TX 78705. 
Underground Office Memos Book. Hilari- 
ous, risqué, authentic memos! Mature read- 
ers. $3 cash or check. Yendie Boox Publish- 
ing, Inc., P.O. Box 18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 

e 
Roger Fnord, Sex God, finds Aladdin’s 
Lamp! Read what his three wishes are! 
Outrageously funny and kinky! $3, includes 
freebies. Age statement. Yendie Boox Pub- 
lishing, P.O. Box 18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 


Video Trades 


‘ Videos for trade—send lists of yours and 


give me your interests. Joe, P.O. Box 2422, 
North Babylon, NY 11708. 
Wanted: High quality VHS copies of Raconti 
Sensuali (aka Cicciolina in Action) and 
Banane El Cioccolato (aka Chocolate Ba- 
nana) starring Cicciolina. V. Stanley, 510E. 
Seegers Rd. #2E, Des Plaines, IL 60016- 
3054. 

e 
Private archives VHS, some German some 
British, from ’70s up, 50 titles on various 
fetishes. Your fetish list gets mine. Claire 
Sinard, 2005 Palo Verde Ave. #214, Long 
Beach, CA 90815-3399. 
Gotta buy Liquid Sky. Perfect condition 
only. Anybody out there? Wayne Richards, 
1107 Reddy Ave., Medford, OR 97504-7442. 
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